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Marjorie Allen Sciffert 

Stretches their bodies taut like humming wire. 

The cold wind blows into angry patterns the jet-bright 

Feathers of their wings; 

Their claws curl loosely, safely, about nothingness — 

They clasp no things. 

Direction and desire they possess, 

By which in sharp, unswerving flight they hold 

Across an iron sea to the golden beach 

Whereon lies carrion, their feast: a shore of gold 

That birds wrought on a vase can never reach. 



Lorenzo's bas-relief for a Florentine chest 

Lust is the oldest lion of them all 

And he shall have first place ; 

With a malignant growl satirical 

To curve in foliations prodigal 

Round and around his face, 

Extending till the echoes interlace 

With Pride and Prudence, two cranes gaunt and tall. 

Four lesser lions crouch and malign the cranes. 

Cursing and gossiping, they shake their manes, 

While from their long tongues leak 

Drops of thin venom as they speak : 

The cranes, unmoved, peck grapes and grains 

From a huge cornucopia, which rains 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A plenteous meal from its antique 
Interior, a note quite curiously Greek. 

And nine long serpents twist 

And twine, twist and twine — 

A riotously beautiful design 

Whose elements consist 

Of eloquent spirals, fair and fine, 

Embracing cranes and lions, who exist 

Seemingly free, yet tangled in that living vine. 

And in this chest shall be 
Two cubic metres of space, 
Enough to hold all memory 

Of you and me 

And this shall be the place 
Where silence shall embrace 
Our bodies, and obliterate the trace 
Our souls made on the purity 

Of night 

Now lock the chest, for we 
Are dead, and lose the key! 

Marjorie Allen Seiffert 
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